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DEATH WARRANT 
FOR F/VE 





Crossing a remote '" 
corner of montana, 
roy rogers hears a hal 






WONDERFUL.' BUT A HORSE 
"S FINE AS HE WOULD 
HAVE NICE MANNERS . 




jAf WE'RE ON OUR WAY TO THE OB 

RANCH HOUSE — YOU KNOW UNCLE 
ORIN BLAISE, BY CHANCE? 






HAD ENOUGH, YOU T GIT YORE HOSSES 
TWO? IF NOT, WE /AN" QUIT BEING 
FOOLS, BOYSr, 
, RIGHT NOW." 



Z7mT REMEMBER, BLAST 

YOU NO MAN CAN , 

ABUSE A ROULETTE 
AND STAY HEALTHY/" \ 
REMEMBER/ 



IF IT WERE POSSIBLE 

FOR HUMAN BEINGS / 

TO HAVE SNAKE ( 

POISON FOR BLOOD, I 

I'D PICK OUT THOSE \ 

THREE FOR SPECIMENS. 1 




7? 



AND YOU'D BE JUST ABOUT 
RIGHT, MR. ROGERS,'' OLD 
BATISTE ROULETTE IS 

PLENTY MEAN, BUT 
HIS HALFBREED 
OFFSPRING ARE 
WORSE 



SOMETHING MUST HAVE 
MADE THEM THUNDERING MAD 
BEFORE THEY RODE INTO US 



W 
O 




those calves are branded 
with kirkland and johnson ^ 

irons my dad's and andys 

and wi're not rustlers.^ 




YEAH—BUT WHY 
WOULD THE 

ROULETTES PUT 
ANY BRAND BUT 
THEIR OWN ON 



THOSE CALVES 



WERE STEALING, 

TOO, STUPID/" DON'T 
, YOU SEE--THERE*S 
NOTHING TOO LOW- 
DOWN FOR A 
ROULETTE TO TRY? 



NANCY'S IDEA MAKES SENSE... BUT 
WHO ARE THESE ROULETTES, ANYHOW ? 
AND WHY OIDN'T YOUR FOLKS TAKE 
THEM TO THE LOCK-UP ? 





THAT'S A LONG STORY-- IT 
GOES BACK TO THE YUKON GOLD 
RUSH, A WHOLE GENERATION 



"UNCLE ORlN BLAISE, UNCLE JOHNNY JOHNSON, 
MY DAD, AND BATISTE ROULETTE ALL HAD MINING 
CLAIMS ON THE SAME STREAM, AND SHARED THE 
SAME LOG CABIN. 




"BUT ORIN BLAISE DIDN'T FORGET 
HIS OLD PARTNERS. ..HE SENT 
FOR ALL THREE OF THEM 



. ...ANO SET THEM UP IN THE CATTLE 

BUSINESS, ON THREE SMALL RAN 
NEAR HIS OWN. 




"UNCLE ORIN KEPT TITLE TO ALL 

THE LAND AND BUILDINGS 

BUT HE MADE A WILL LEAVING 
EVERYTHING HE OWNED TO 
HIS CHILDREN AND HIS 
PARTNERS' CHILDREN, 
EQUALLY SHARING." 




UNCLE ORIN NEVER MARRIED, 
SO HE DIDN'T HAVE ANY 
CHILDREN.... UNCLE JOHNNY 
AND DAD HAD ONE CHILD 

APIECE ANDY AND ME 

BUT BATISTE ROULETTE HAS 

TEN ALL 

BOYS.-' AND 
HALF BREEDS' 



THAT WAS FRANK \ U M MM.' I SEE/ ORIN 
AND EMIL WITH 1 BLAISE WOULDN'T 

HIM TODAY THE J JAIL HIS OLD 

l-TWO ELDEST, ^PARTNER, BUT HE 
/AND MEANEST. ) GAVE HIM A'SCARE- 

r _ t — — / AND MADE HIM r - 

V - — y KILLING MAD. J 




THEN — THE HORRID THUD OF BULLETS 
INTO LIVING FLESH- -THE CRACK - 
CRACK- CRACK-OF A DISTANT RIFLE f 




AN INJUN COULDN'T! ESPECIALLY WHEN HE WAS \ I'D SWEAR IT WAS THE 

TR . A .IL_A MAN OVER ^WALKING WITH HJS_BOOTS OFF--) ROULETTES- - BUT THEY LIVE 




WELL—YOU SEE, 
TATTOOING HAS 
ALWAYS BEEN UNCLE 
ORiN'S HOBBY... HE'S 
TATTOOED HIMSELF 
ALL OVER... HE EVEN 
TATTOOS THE B 
BRAND INSIDE THE 
EARS OF HIS CALVES, 
■NSTEAD OF NOTCHING 
THEM. 




DAD, AND UNCLE JOHNNY 

AND UNCLE ORIN WERE 
DRY-6ULCHE0THIS AFTERNOON- 
KILLED IN'THE 
©§ RANCH YARD 





f \ FORGOT TO ASK YOU.DOCTOR--D1D 
ORIN BLAISE HAVE YOU DRAW UP 
" A NEW WILL FOR HIM THIS 

MORNING? 



TWO DAYS LATER MOST OF 
THE COUNTY TURNS OUT TO 

THE FUNERAL OF ORIN BLAISE 



AN HOUR LATER, ROY WATCHES 

THE ROULETTES AND A FEW 
NEIGHBORS LAY OLO BATISTE 
TO REST. 




'HELLO.'ANDY/ 
I THOUGHT YOU'D 
-f GONE HOME. 



I'VE BEEN TALKING WITH 
THE COUNTY PROSECUTOR, 
NORM WH1TEFIELD... HE'D 
LIKE A WORD WITH _ 
YOU, TOO, ROY. y 



/GLAD TO ^v/it'S MUTUAL, ROGERS. 
' MAKE YOUR \ YOU'VE PROVED 
ACQUAINTANCE, \ A MIGHTY GOOD 
MR.WHITEFIELD. ) FRIEND TO ANDY 

r-^__Tr-' JOHNSON AND NANCY 
L ' KIRKLAND--IN THE 
FEW HOURS YOU'VE 
KNOWN THEM, y- 




/YOU'RE RIGHT.ROGERSf I'LL TAKE V 




'IF YOU GENTS OON'T MIND, I'LL RIDE ON 

HOME. NANCY AND HER MA ARE STAYING 
^AT OUR HOUSE—AND NO MAN TO 
HELP THEM 



■^THAT'S A RIGHT 
GOOD KID 




htVcan't blameVhe'd 

-_J HIM FOR r-TOMPE 
\ S THAT, 1— IF I V 

\ / SHERIFF' CMO YE* 



D HAVE 
PETITION 
AND PLUMB \ ^, THAT, )— IF I WERE 

HEELS OVER- \ /SHERIFF/ <>\0 YEARS 
HEAD IN LOVEX^-— if — -—■/ YOUNGER.' 
WITH NANCY. \ 7/ '.■ ls — —~, — ■ 

KIRKLAND/ _J f \ 




DIG UP BATISTE ROULETTES \i 

WHEE-EE-EW/" THAT'LL BE _J 

WORSE THAN BUSTING A 
HORNETS' NEST- -IF I KNOW 
THE ROULETTE TRIBE f 




TWO MINUTES LATER, FRANK 
ROULETTE'S HORSE LEAPS AWAY 
UNDER THE BITE OF HEAVY SPURS-- 
HEAPED FOR HOMEL- 



AND AS DARKNESS DEEPENS OVER 
BITTER FLATS, A GRIM LITTLE PARTY 
ENTERS THE GRAVEYARD. 





/readita 

X°ZS 



LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT OF 
ORIN BLAISE. ..HUMPH? IT GIVES 

BATISTE A LIFE LEASE ONLY OF 

THE RANCH HE NOW OCCUPIES - 
AND LEAVES ALL THE OB LAND 
AND-BUILDINGS TO 
ANDY JOHNSON AND 
NANCY KIRKLAND, 
SHARING EQUALLY... 
IT'S WITNESSED 
BY JOHN JOHNSON 

AND LEW 

KIRKLAND! 



SO THAT WAS YOUR HUNCH, ROGERS I 
I RECKON NONE OF US WOULD HAVE 
GUESSED IT. LOOKS LIKE THE T— — 

ROULETTE BOYS >j— -, -^ «, 

KILLED AND BURIED \ / WE STILL HAVE V 
THEIR FATHER, SO //TO LEARN WHO \ 
THE OLD WILL C > KILLED BLAISE \ 

WOULD HOLD GOOD. \/AND HIS FRIENDS^ 





7 WHAT ^T 
(ON EARTH t- 
MADE FRANK 
ROULETTE 
GO HOG 
WILD,THAT 
WAY* 



IT'S QUITE A STORY.' 
■ TO MAKE IT SHORT — 
FIVE OF HIS BROTHERS 
DIED TONIGHT.TRYING 
TO KEEP ORIN 
BLAISE'S NEW 
WILL HIDDEN... 
THE WILL LEAVES 
EVERYTHING TO 
YOU AND ANDY 
JOHNSON. 





'THAT KISS TOLD IT 
BETTER THAN WORDS ^ 
L COULD I RECKON, 
r LITTLE SISTER... 
RANCH OR NO RANCH, 
ANDY JOHNSON'S THE 
RICHEST MAN I KNOW' 




GREAT LAW MEN 
OF THE OLD WEST 

1he lilartyrofMilene 



. Their cook was in the jug, and the 
camp was wild. With their mouths full 
of dust and cussing, the cowboys of the 
trail herd snatched their ropes. On the 
run-over heels of their buckeroo boots 
they bow-legged to the rope corral and 
dabbed their strings on trail-weary 
cayuses. They were mad. No flea-bit- 
ten Kansas town marshal was going to 
jail THEIR cook and keep their camp 
hungry. Not on your tintype! 

Down Texas Street they swept like a 
living tornado. Yell after yell, shot 
after shot, ripped upwards into the 
dusty air. At the log-and-sod jail they 
skidded to a halt. Cutting a horse or 
two loose from the nearest hitch-rail, 
they picked up log, posts ond oil. With 
the rail as o battering ram, they drove 
in the jail door. 

In two minutes they were out ogain 
— -with their colored cook and the town 
marshal who had jailed him. They 
were in good humor now. The rights of 




the case-meant nothing. They had their 
dqrky — and the marshal could go jump 
in the watering trough! 

Whooping their triumph, they gal- 
loped outof town, guns whanging. This 
time their targets were some posters — 
warning that the carrying of firearms 
within town limits was forbidden! 

In the office of Mayor Henry stood 
a black-haired, blue-eyed young man 
with strong, likeable features and an 
Irish smile. His voice was low, clear, 
and courteous. 

"I understand you may be needing a 
town marshal. Mayor," he said. "I'd 
like to apply. I'm Tom Smitii, marshal 
of Kit Carson, Colorado." 

Mayor Henry returned Smith's clear, 
friendly look, frowning. He thought he 
knew men. And Smith didn't appear to 
be the type of man who could control 
the human chaos that was Abilene. 
Tom Smith might get along all right as 
marshal of the Colorado town, but 
Abilene was a volcano of vice, murder, 
ond genera! lawlessness. For marshal it 
needed a famous killer to terrorize the 
bad men — not a quiet-spoken, friendly 
fellow like Smith. 

"I'll think it over. Smith," said the 
mayor. 

Tom went back to his job in Colorado. 
And Abilene went from bad to worse. 
A marshal, however grim his record, 
lasted in that town less than a week. A 
pair of them with excellent reputations 
for bravery, came to look Abilene over 
— and left on the next train ! 

Mayor Henry wos stumped. In des- 
peration he sent a message to Smith, 
He had a feeling that Smith didn't 




realize how poor an insurance risk a 
marshal of Abilene would be. So he 
warned the youth from Colorado fb 
took things over well before deciding. 

Smith came, and looked thoroughly. 
There was no exaggerating the bad- 
ness of Abilene. It was the wickedest 
of all the wild frontier towns. Satisfied 
that he knew the worst, Smith found 
the mayor and renewed his application. 

The first move to make, he suggest- 
ed, would be to take away everybody's 
firearms. He believed he could take 
them away one at a time, without any 
help. 

Mayor Henry stared in unbelief, but 
finally he swore Thomas J. Smith in as 
town marshal. So certain was he that 
Smith would be murdered — one peace 
officer against a thousand lawless 
men! — that his conscience bothered 
him considerably. 

Somehow the fact that Smith was 
the new marshal had spread already. 
A notorious bully called Big Hank bore 
down on him. The conversation be- 
tween them ran something like this: 

"You're the gent who thinks he's 
running this town now, huh?" 

"Why, yes, in a way. I've been ap- 
pointed marshal — Here's my badge . . . 
By the way, you know the town ordi- 
nance against carrying arms, don't 
you? I'll have to ask you, sir, to give 
me your pistol." 

While talking, Smith had kept his 
steady, blue-eyed gaze on Big Hank's 
face. And lie had moved in so close 
that Hank_ couldn't draw his gun. 



Smith's outstretched hand would have, 
gripped the weapon, with a turn of his 
wrist. 

The bully blustered and swore. He* 
jumped back. But Tom Smith's fist 
struck even quicker, with all his weight 
behind it. Big Hank went to sleep. He 
woke up, disarmed and on his way out 
of Abilene. He didn't return. 

Big Hank's successor was a bad man 
named Wyoming Frank. Well liquored 
and armed with two guns, he went 
hunting for the new marshal. He found 
Smith walking down the street, quite 
unarmed. In a gunfighter's crouch, he 
faced the marshal and defied him to 
take his Weapons. He swore he'd kill 
any mam-who'tried to. 

Marshal Smith said that would be 
very foolish — because everybody had 
to obey the law. Again, empty-handed, 
he pressed close to the would-be killer. 
Without taking his gaze from the des- 
perado's eyes, he backed the man into 
a saloon and knocked him out. Twenty 
men watched the bad man fall. 

There was a moment of awed silence. 
Then a man pushed forward toward the 
peace officer, gun in hand. He was the 
barkeeper, and he held his gun butt to 
the front, by the barrel. 

"As long as you are marshal of 
Abilene," he said, "I won't be needing 
this." 

Every man in the saloon followed the 
barkeep's lead. From that day on, 
every store and saloon and public place 
provided racks for checking their cus- 
tomers' weapons. And in Abilene town 
men went unarmed. Good men and bad' 
paid tribute to the unselfish, unflinch- 
ing courage of their fellow citizen. 
Marshal Tom Smith. 

Six months later this much loved 
and admired young officer met a tragic 
end,' in the line of duty. While helping 
a friend arrest a murderer, Tom Smith 
was brutally killed. 

But today o monument stands in 
Abilene, Kansas, to his memory, stat- 
ing that he "Died a martyr to duty, 
Nov. 2, 1870— A Fearless Hero of 
Frontier Days, Who in Cowboy Chaos, 
{Established the Supremacy of taw." 




I RECKON I BEEN ROPED, ANO IT AW'T A 
BIT Of USE TO STRUGGLE! liWME SEE - 
I T&P YOU HOW KEP FLAME BSOK.£ DOWN 
;7HE WILD WOKE CDflML ANP LEP TH£££ 
HUNDRED RJZ2- TAIL'S TO f^EEDOM.' 




HE HOPED FIX ANOTHEB 6ISHT OF BSD FUME, 

the hobse no m» hao evee toe - 



A LOVE LIKE JIMMIE'S FOB BED FIAME HAS A 

SWMGE POIVES, 50METMES— A RWES TO 

MH£ THINGS HAPPEN; IT WORKED THAT 

WAY WITH JM; ONE C*Y- 



-ws a lis, starved 100am] 

HOR56 IVI7H A RUST-RED HIDE 
AHD A IVHITE A1ANE ANP TAIl- 




THE POOR CRITTER IMS HALF 

DEAD, SOT HE TRIEP TO GET 

H/S LEGS UNPEe NUt° 



SOA1EWIV, JIMIE 
6AHKS KVEtV THAT 
THIS tOOH, SICK WRECK 
OF A HOUSE IVAS All 
THAT IVAS IEFT OF THE 
GREAT STAli/ON, BBP 
FIAME- 




THEN HIS STRENGTH GAVE OUT- 

H£ roue p wee turn A wan 

UKE A MAN IH PAIN WOULD- 




W«s kjuep do™ jimmies cheeks - there ms 

0»£ CHANCE IN A HUNDRED THAT HE MIGHT SAVE 
SEP FUME'S LiFl IF HE OPERATED OK THAT BIG 
: SIVOllEN TONGUE- 



A„CjCr«S TOOfN W BECOME lAtBEPDED IN THE 
HOME'S TONGUE, mtlCH HAP SIV0U.EN UNTIl BIG 
REP CCVIDNT EAT OR PRINK- HCP BEEN THAT HAT 
FOR MAYBE TIVO WEEKS- 





-AND U'D CLOSE TO EEP'S FLANK $D THfY 
COW,D WELP KEEP EACH OTHEK IWEM - OTHES- 
WSE K?TW gflr AND HOfTSE WOULD FJWSflgLY 
HAVE CAUGHT PMVMONl A- 



IN THE MOeNlNG EVERYTHING WAS COINED 
H/TW $NOW! UP TILL NOW, JIMMlE HAD BS£H 
TOO SUSY TO FEEL COLO OH HUNGRY- 





'■^fV' 


fc) BUT HE KNEW IF HE 


~J? 




~"\ DIDHT SHOOT SOME 
El JIE4T, HE'D HWET0 


C^l 4 




P» ABtHtXM WS POTEST 


A' /> 


$"^1 


^ TO THE WOLVES M7 


A *. 


COUSAKS - THE RIPE ' 
f, HOME AND BACK 


^ 




A K 




' K WOULD TAKE A IVHOLE 


1 Ru 




fl\ MY " 




Jpf^V 


Br^ 
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AS IT MNf[> OUT, JM ife^fefcAi 
DIDN'T HAVE TO HUNT ^^^jSPl 
FARM COIV AND HEK CALF % 3S&A 
RE0 W5/LVTft*C(iS>- ^SsSSti* 


jJ|t ^ 


k 




WHBN HE REACHED 1UE COW, HE SAW THAT 
HIS BULLET HAD ONLY (BRMED HBR HEAD AND 
HAD STUNNED (VlTHOUT /NJUGlNt? HE* - 




-AND ONCZ FOS RED FLAME'S ; 7H£ (WiP HORSf SNOUTED 
AT THE SMELL OF M/LK- SOT HE FINALLY DRANK fT- 
HI5 STAgVEP BODY HSEDEO SUCH FOOD - 




POg THE NEXT H'EEJi. Jm\l£ LIVED CN 

GAME AND MILK - BRlHGWe MILK AND 

6RA5S 10 gg g£P AT THE CAMP- 




THE STALLION. COULD STAND Ofi H'S F£BT NOW, , 
6JT HE WAS TOO WEAK TOGO FAG, AND HE DID i 

NOT TRY. HIS 6/6, WILD HEART HAD FOUND A 
HUMAN FRIEND AT LAST?- 




ONE CAY JIM 
TOOK ALONG- 
CHANCE- HE 
PULLED HIM- 
SELF UP ON 
S£D FLAME'S 
BACK, TALKING 

■■IDSOOTHIW 
■TOTHE.HOESE- 

NCTWNS HAPPENED! 




tnece was nothing that could wist e@ gANks, 

THOUGH- IVMEN HIS ClOECS TiXD Him IT WAS NO 
USE HUNTlNS FOC JfAWlE Of US CORPSE ANY 
L0N3EK, ED W/£D AT THEM j? 





£P WOULDN'T GIVE UP HOPE OF JIMMlE KING 
STILL ALIVE - BUT HE HAP TO SET 50ME EF5T- 




THAT EVENING OUT Of TN£ SUNSET, CAME KlDING A 
BOY ON A FLAME- CEP HORSE WTH WHire MANE 

and tail; jimmie— on /?ed flame- 



jy 


JL^JS^ J" /%£** fi 




SI 




when the soy kjtoff, Bis wo keauiy 

HUGSEP THE UF£ OUT OF HIM — 




JIMMlE (VANNED £p MOTTO COME Nft£ $£ R£P- 
THE MG OFTHE WILD HOESES WAS 5TILL AN ENEMY 
OF EVEgY HUMAN 'CEPT ONE— 




TO PROTECT VISITOR ED BJILT A SPECIAL COffCAL 
FOE RED FLAME - AS LONG AS 0=D LfV'EP ON 
THE KANCH, ONLY JIMMfE WAS ALLOWED NEAR HIM 



BUT- CHARLEY! HOWV^HOW LONG \ - WELL - 
LONG DID RED FLAME) THAT'S A^OTMES STOKv 
<l 5 ) PETE! I 6QTT.A GET JL 
RANCH-- , L -- ( '\_6i-'FPee STA RTED.' ) 
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